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THE PUPPET-SHOW.1

TRANSLATED BY ME. GEO. SEWELL.

Or trivial things I sing, surprising scenes,
Crowds void of thought, and nations in machi&fes.
A race diminutive ; whose frames were built
Free from the sacrilege of ancient guilt ;
Who from a better new Prometheus came j
Nor boast the plunder of celestial fltme.

There, where facetious Andrew rises high,
And draws the peopled-street beneath his eye ;
With witty jests the gaping crowd derides,
Bistorts their muscles, and fatigues their sides.
All sons of mirth, the gay, the curious come,
Enter the booth, and fill the spacious room.
Not undistinguished are the honours there,
But different seats their different prices bear.
At length, when now the curtain mounts on high,
The narrow scenes are opened to the eye ;
Where wire-partitions twinkle to the sight,
That cut the vision and divide the light ;
Ingenious artifice ! of sure deceit,
Since naked prospects would betray the cheat !
And now the squeaking tribe proceeding roams
O'er painted mansions and illustrious domes.
Within this humble cell, this narrow wall,
Assemblies, battles, conquests, triumphs, all
That human minds can act, or pride survey,
On their low stage, the little nation play.

But one above the rest distinguished stalks ;
A hero, who in hoarser accents talks.
Large is the buckle that his vest controls j
His mimic eye with living motion rolls.
His belly turgid of enormous size ;
Behind his back, a bulk of mountain lies.
Huge, manly, tall, he frights the Pygmy-court,
Who fly and wonder at nis giant-port.
Audacious hero he, who much relies
On his unequal arm, and haughty size.
Of these superior gifts and talents proud,
He mocks and raffles all the lesser crowd :

1 Machines gesticulantest %c.   Vol. i. p. 249.